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with the same knitted muffler he had discarded for a
reckless half-hour while he talked to us in Hather-
leigh's rooms.

It dawned upon me that I wasn't particularly
wanted in the House, and that I should get all I
needed of the opening speeches next day from The
Times.

I made my way out and was presently walking
rather aimlessly through the outer lobby.

I caught myself regarding the shadow that spread
itself out before me, multiplied itself in blue tints of
various intensity, shuffled itself like a pack of cards
under the many lights, the square shoulders, the silk
hat, already worn with a parliamentary tilt back-
ward; I found I was surveying this statesmanlike out-
line with a weak approval. "A member!" I felt the
little cluster of people that were scattered about the
lobby must be saying.

"Good God!" I said in hot reaction, "what am I
doing here?"

It was one of those moments infinitely trivial in
themselves, that yet are cardinal in a man's life. It
came to me with extreme vividness that it wasn't so
much that I had got hold of something as that some-
thing had got hold of me. I distinctly recall the re-
bound of my mind. Whatever happened in this Par-
liament, I at least would attempt something. "By
God!" I said, "I won't be overwhelmed. I am here
to do something, and do something I will!"

But I felt that for the moment I could not remain
in the House.

I went out by myself with my thoughts into the
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